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NOMINATION D AV. 


T was in the pleaſant month of May 
You'll want to know the year and day, 
And gladly all theſe things I'd tell 
If with my verſe twould tally well; 
But 'tis too much to bring at large in, 
You therefore have it in the margin= —— [May 24, 1785. 
When Phcebus, tir'd of Thetis' feaſt, 
Had ſhook his ears, and in the eaſt 
His full-rob'd majeſty difplay'd, 


In all his eaſtern pomp array'd; 
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When Morn had donn'd her purple robe, 
And hail'd him Sultan of the Globe; 
When Time had given his crutch a knock 
To tell the world 'twas ſix o'clock, 
The ringers in St. Mary's ſteeple 


Were tolling out to let the people 


Know that it was time to riſe— 

And neighbour Munn, t' inform the ſkies 
(For they, no doubt, would wiſh to know 
Sometimes what mortals do below) 

Our mirth already had begun, 

If they'd a mind to ſee the ſun, 

By way of ſignal fir'd a gun; 

But leſt their Godſhips ſhould be dozing, 


Or in th' Elyſian fields repoſing, 


And 


E. $4 
And ſo not hear his firſt ſalute, 
He clapp'd eleven others to 't. 
This rous'd the gods and mortals too, 
And inſtantly th' attention drew 
Of all the great nobility, 
The gentry and mobility, — 
Now all divide to ſep'rate banners, 
Some Yorke, ſome Gideon, molt for Manners ; 
The gentle Yorke on Clare-hall-piece 
Erects aloft his harmleſs fleece; 
Thoſe who wiſh'd for Gideon ſtill 
Aſſembled on the Market-hill ; 
But thoſe yclep'd the moſt polite, 
Who talk'd of gratitude ad ri ght, 
And cry'd © How wretched muſt that man be 
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— bay Giwaby 
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From Parker's Piece in grand confuſion 


Mov'd on to th' place of execution, 


For there the ſheriff had appointed 


That they ſhould chuſe my Lord's anointed. 
Firſt of the throng, with ſtreaming banners, - 
To ſhew their great regard for Manners, 


Came ſailors of the Reſolution, 


Staunch friends to king and conſlitution, 

Through modelty the Duke choſe rather 

To walk behind his honour'd father, 

Than take the lead of ſuch a band, 

Where Granby erſt had ſole command, 

Next follow'd, ſo the Muſe requires, 

Lords, Parſons, Doctors, Knights and 'Squires; 

And 

|| It may be neceſſ»ry, perhaps, to inform ſach of our readers as were not preſent at the 


N nomination, that the meeting was held in the Caſtle- yard, the uſual place of executing 
criminals, and where“ the gallows lie ſnug in a vale.” 


+ In order that the Duke's ſtation in the cavalcade might be known, a gentleman walked 
before him ſupporting a large painted metzotinto of the late Marquis of Granby. 
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And then came freeholders of houſe and 


Land, of theſe above a thouſand. 


And now Lord Robert Manners' plumpers, 


Who juſt had drank his health in bumpers; 


Theſe were in number forty-five, 

True friends to Granby, they did ſtrive 
To mark themſelves above the reſt, 
Therefore each plac'd upon his breaſt 
A picture of the worthy Marquis 


Moſt people thought a grateful mark this, 


And eccho d ſhouts of juſt applauſe, 


To ſee them firm in ſuch a cauſe. 
The rear was clos'd by thoſe we call 
A mob—who have no votesat all, | 


But come to eat and drink, and bawl; 


[ 10 J 
On then they march'd to where Tom Thumb 
Was ſtuck upon a poſt to drum; 
From thence they reach d the Caſtle- yard, 
Where th' priſoners, to ſhew their regard 
For liberty, a flag had made, 


Which from their window was diſplay'd. 


Y 


, Judging 'twould be far the beſt, 
Unto the Vice'* had made requeſt, 

In order to preſerve in quiet 

The town, and to prevent a riot, 


That all the college gates be lock'd-up, 


And all the tradeſmen's windows block'd-up; | 


So fearing if he paſt the ſtreet 
Some interruption he might meet, 
Went the back way unto the gallows, 


With near two hundred of his fellows. 


® Vicechancellor, 


C 11 4 
And, by a lite Trade Lordꝰ befriended. 


The Lord Lieutenant too attended. J 


Hou ſorry is the Muſe to tell 

An accident that now befel! 

But we may learn from others' fate, 

„ Misfortunes will attend the great!? 

Mortals, alas! how ſhort our ſigghnt, 

We know not when we're wrong or right! 

For Munn had fir'd his guns fo loud 1 

He popp'd pooh Sol into a cloud, 

Wich delug'd.bltiatrial plain: 

And ſent on earth a ſhow'r of rain. ohne 

This caus d the heavnly po rs much wonder, 

And FAR proud Phezbus ſtorm like thunder: 
| 159 KReyenge 
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Revenge now fill'd his Godſhip's breaſt! 
And in its terrors ſtood confeſs'd—— 
Nay, 'twas provoking, muſt be own'd, 
The God of Fire to be dethron'd, 
And tumbled headlong intoth' water, 
To give mere mortals cauſe for lau'ter— 
Therefore in furious mood he ſent | * 
An herald from that element, 
| (Sol knew not how to ſtem the tidewell) 
And clapt our gentlefolks in Bridewell. 


This puniſhment they ne'er regarded. 


That bus'neſs might not be retarded, | | 


From window high as Michael's ſteeple 
The candidates harangu'd the people. 
In coat of blue with cape of red 


The ſheriff firſt popt out his head, 
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And told th' aſſembly their intent 
Was to elect for parliament 
Two men to repreſent this county, 


Who beſt deſerv'd the voters' bounty. 


* Z——5!” ſaid the people, © that's no more 


© Than what we all of's knew before!“ 
The ſh'riff withdrew, and from his hold 
Next came (the root of evil)—Gold, | 
Lamenting that his hopes were croſt, 
The county having Cotton loſt ; 

Then, ina ſpeech genteel and handſome, 
He hop'd they wauld continue Sampſon. 
A Waddling Duck, from Ely ſent, 
Begg'd leave to ſecond that intent, 
But having nothing more to "=, 

He made a bow and ſlunk away. 
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And 
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And then to this grand huſtings came 

A gentleman of well-known fame, 

Sir Henry Peyton was his name, 

He paſs'd an eulogy on Granby, 

And hop'd they'd think as much as can be 

On all the ſervices he'd done 

His country, and bring in his ſoon 

A member by a great majority, 

Leaving the reſt in a minority. 

That Manners might their votes be rich in 

Was ſeconded by Mr. Dicken 732 

Next to the peep-hole came full ſpeed | 
A gentleman whoſe name was L—; 
He told each knight, each *ſquire and peaſant 


How he eſteem'd the Lord Lieutenant! 


Then 


[5 1 
Then Mr. Yorke he did propoſe 
Should lead the county by the noſe 
(His uncle having years before 
Sent from this county members four.) 


Sir Henry Peyton waſh'd to ſee 


The friends of Bob and Yorke agree. 


Now from this grand, this lofty place 

| Gideon harangu'd the populace ; | 

Soon as his well-known face appear d 

A buz throughout the green was heard; 
« Py G=t — ſays a fellow 
Who'd drank till he was almoſt mellow, 
Pray did you, want a bit of pork ?' 


But Sampſon's heart was light as cork, 


He laugh'd quite hearty at the joke, 


Then ſtrok'd his chin, and thus he ſpoke; 


40 The 
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© The honor with which I've been treated 
* I hope again will be repeated, 

* And I a third time by you ſent 

* To repreſent inParliiment VALLE 


This county, it being my ambition; 


* Should I be choſe, on no condition 


® 
NA 


Shall any one, I'll dare to ſay, 


« Feer prove that I your truſt betray ; 


6 


But in all things, as is expedient, 


I'll ever be your moſt obedient.” 
And now, if I have not miſtook, 
Forth came the eloquential Duke; 
His joy he could no longer ſmother, 
But for the favors ſhewn his brother, 
By putting him in nomination - 


To it as ſenator of th' nation, 


[ # J 


He begg'd they would his thanks receive, 


| 


And on his honor would believe, 

That if Lord Robert ever ſhould 

Betray their confidence, he would 

That moment, though he was his brother, 
Give all his intreſ " another, 

Next to the W Yorke advanc'd, 
And having o'er th' aſſembly glanc'd, 

He three times hemm'd, then beat his hat 
Againſt the wall, and told them that 

If he'd the honor to be ſent | 

To fit for them in parliament, 

It was, indeed, his full ntent 

To do his utmoſt for the county, 

In gratitude for ſo much bounty. 
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The 
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The Sheriff then to th' window came, 
Calling each candidate by name, 
And ſaid, © My friends, now by your voices 
I pray declare on whom the choice is!“ 
Sampſon or Yorke, which of the two 
Moſt voices had, why no one knew; 
But at the name of Granby's fon, 
There was, I'm certain, four to one 
In his behalf. And now a ſhout 
Of great applauſe flew round about 
The Caſtle- yard, and reach'd the ſkies, 
Where Sol again had deign'd to riſe; 
But not yet reconcil'd, a cloud 
His uſual glory did beſhroud. 
The Oratorical Eſquire⸗ 


Expreſſed here a great deſire 


Mr. Bayley, 


[ 19 ] 
To ſpeechify, and talk'd vaſt big 
About the nation's perriwig 
So long I can't now call to mind it, 
But look in Camb. Chron, there you'll find it, 


The ſheriff now his gentry greeting, 


The curtain dropt and clos'd the meeting. 
Sol, angry at the noiſe they ſent up, 

And gath'ring all 1 rain he'd pent up, 
He hurl'd it down, with madneſs burning, 
Juſt as the concourſe were returning! 
And now the people, helter ſkelter, 

Ran all about to ſeek for ſhelter ; 
Except the Duke and Doctor Watſon 


Who gently walk'd without their hats on, 


Becauſe 


—  —— — — — 
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Becauſe the ladies choſe to bob 


Their heads, and cry, © Succeſs to Rob- 


But all the freeholders did ſtrut and 
Puff away, and think of cating! 


For all the candidates were treating ——— 


The Muſe now wiſhes to conceal 
The reſt, and throw oblivion's veil 
O'er all that happen'd in the night, 


When Phoebus had withdrawn his light. 


ert Manners and the Duke of Rutland“ 
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Lesr you may not have heard, Illendeavour, dear mother, 
You to give an account hat a noiſe and a pother, 

What a wonderful fufs at 505 late nomination, 

What fine folks came to Cambridge upon this occaſion, 

And to publiſh their zeal for the good of the nation. 

How the Duke, Peer, and Baronets, Doctors Divine, 

Deign'd with coblers, and barbers and butchers to dine! 

How polite my Lord Duke! how facetious che Doctor! 

How Sir Sampſon was led through the rain by the Proctor 
No, I make a miſlake —'twas the man with the mace, 
Witha chain round his neck and a claret-dy'd face. 


F : 5 How 
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How the mob did their taſte for politeneſs diſplay, 
Crying. Manners for ever, boys! Manners, huzza! 
7 No penſioners, placemen, no Joins; and no Yorke! 
Give me ſome roaſt beef, my boys, FN ens pork!” 
But now as Miſs Thatia has deign'd to infpire me, * 
No more with a long introduchon to tire ye, 
Though my verſes ſometimes may ſeem ſtrangely to clatter, 


From morning till noon Ill relate the whole matter. 


Maſter Titan had wanton'd fo long with his doxy, 
That aſham'd of his tricks, he ſent Dawn as his Proxy ; 
Till at length more expert in his impudence grown, vb 
He burſt from her cloud and aſcended his throne, 

But before his brifk ged ip had tript o'er the mountains 
And juſt taken a peep at his face in the fountains; 


Nay, ' 


SE. ] 
Nay, before the bright goddeſs had open'd her portals, 
Or had ſlipt on her mantle, below all the mortals 
Were got up, and the laymen were buſtling about, 
But the parſons were lock'd up and could not ſtir out; 
The boys were all ſhouting and firing off cannon, 
The bells too, which ring or for heaven or mammon, 
For Gideon were rais'd, Yorke, the Duke and Duncannon. 
Now, dear mother, I hope you'll excuſe my confeſſing 
My poor Muſe at a loſs to find words for expreſſing 
Half the fun that I ſaw; ſuch a grand cavalcade 


As for Granby and Rutland the freeholders made 


Then they made ſuch a noiſe with their pictures and banners, 


$ 


And yet all the while they kept crying out Manners! 
But if this be politeneſs, to make fuch a riot, 


I had rather, dear mother, be vulgar and quiet! 


1 1 
And I know, now, you'll want me to tell you the name 
Of each peer, lord and-ſ{quire, yet I cannot for ſhame _ 
Such a while on Miſs Thalia's goodneſs intrude; - 
Yet, howe'er, if the goddeſs will not think me rude, 
I'll endeavour to ſketch them as well as I'm able, 
From the Captain in red to che Doctor in ſable; 
But muſt (A y ſays poets 4 do it at pleaſure) 


Beg permiſſion a moment to alter my meaſure. 


Take, then, tuke them as they'll run, 
Since the theme I have begun 79 

- Firſt and worthielt of the throng, 
Rutland claims the Muſe's ſong— 
Rutland—with'his father's fire— 


All his country can-defire, 


Hardwicke 


8 | 
Hard wicke too with Hall attended, 
And a Trade-Lord late ſuſpended ; 
Duncannon, Gould, and Gideon, 
Stanley, Yorke and Waddington ; 
Bayley, Ward, and Mortlock met too, 
Hollick, lng, Wortham, Chettoe ; 
Cotton, Vavaſor and Hatton, 
Doctor Gooch and Doctor Watſon ; 
Purchas, Thoroton, and Day, 
With many more who couldn't ſtay; 
Dixon, Leeds, Cale; Pemberton, 
Vachel, Peyton, Jeffreſon, 
Theſe with thouſands more were leagu'd— 
But the Muſe is ſo fatigu'd, | 
That ſhe begs you will excuſe her, . 
And theſe great folks not abuſe her. 


G 


Now 


—— 


Others dancing about and of ſpirits quite full. 
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Now, dear mother, I beg you'll prepare for the ſequel, 
For I'm ſure in your life you ne'er heard of its equal; 
Why, though ſtrange you may fancy this part of my tale, 
Yet the mob drove theſe gentlefolks all into jail 
Lord! how they did fluſter and buſtle about, 


And entreat of the people to let them come out! 


For they'd got to a peep: hole—indeed it is true 
And I thought they were going to hang out a ſhoe! 


Some were wringing their hands, ſome were ſulky and dull, 


Then a queer-looking mortal came Lord! it was lad, 
But I verily think the young fellow wek mad, 

For his face was ſo pale, his red hair hung fo lank, 

And he ſhov'd out his body quite down to the flank, : 
Then he ſqueez'd up his hat and kept thumping the wall, 
While the people laugh'd at him and made ſuch a bawl— 


Nay, 


* 
Nay, I vow and proteſt now, and if I was dying 
I ſhould ſtill think the ſame, that they ſent him in FE AE 
'Till the mob, at length tir'd thus to hear them complain, 
Begg'd the ſheriff would turn them all out in the rain, 
Oh! you cannot conceive how delicious the fun, 
To ſee how the ſe nobles and gentry did run! 
But the Duke and the Doctor quite calm thro' the rain went, 
That the ladies at home might have ſome entertainment, 
And oh! 'twas ſo charming to ſee thoſe ſweet creatures 
Diſplaying their wit and ae cheſs features! 
Then to ſee how their kerchieſs and hands flew about, 
And to hear, as we paſs'd, ſuch a wonderful rout 
Of Succeſs to Lord Robert!“ Succeſs to the Duke! 
To his heels in a hurry his Lordſhip now took, 
For the rain * ſo faſt, and his Grace was ſo pelted, 


That if he had not run he would ſure have been melted. 


Gad? - 


- 
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Gad! I'd like to've forgot, what I thought vaſtly funny, 
Twas two men on the Market-hill giving their money 
To the boys in the ſtreet, who kept flocking around 'em, 


And ſhouted to think what two blockheads they found em. 


Now if you, dear Mamma, don't approve of my letter, 
Pray return it again, and I'll ſend you 4 better; 
And a verſe ſhould you ſind which . think I have borrow'd, 
I muſt beg you'll excuſe your ſon, 


TIMMY STRAIGHTFORWARD. 


A NEW 
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Tune - True Blue. 


VE Britons ull who dare be free, 
And boldly give your voice; 
Ye boaſting fons of Liberty 


Let me direct your choice ! 


For F reedom wakes the ſleeping lyre, 
And GRAN BY does the muſe inſpire. 


Zul de rol,, &c. 


Hence 


[99] 
Hence H--d-—ke and his lordly train! 
Bold Independence cries ; 
Nor Y—e invokes my humble ſtrain, 
All courtiers I deſpiſe. 
Nor can the Muſe, though faint her rays, 
On eviii altars raiſe the blaze. 


Fol de rol, &Cc, 


Fair Liberty erects her ſtand 
On Gransy's faithful rock, 
To MaNnNERs gives the ſole command 
Of you her ſacred flock. 
Rough Neptune tunes his vocal ſhell, 
And Mars the hero's worth ſhall tell, 


Fol de rol, &c. 
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Honor around our hero's heed 
Immortal wreaths ſhall twine; 
And Glory at his feet ſhall ſpread 
Her pompous gifts divine; 
No more ſhall England's Lion ſleep, 


For Gz ANR triumphs oer the deep. 


Fol de rol, &c. 


Bright Fame her ſilver trump ſhall ſound 


The diſtant nations oer, 
And all the wond ring worlds around 
Shall GRANBY'S SON adore. 
Proud France ſhall tremble at his name, 
And Spain ſhall dread VouNG GRAND“ fame. 


3h Fol de rol, &c. 


Corruption 
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Corruption ne'er can taint his ſoul, 
Nor penſion bribe his voice, 
No place ſhall e'er his mind controul. 
Nor peerage be his price. 1 81; 
He's ſted faſt in the nobleſt cauſe, 
His King, his. Country, and her Laws. 


Tol de rol, & e. 


Ye Britons, then, believe the Muſe, 
Let GRAN BV have your voice, 
He never will your truſt abuſe, 
Nor you repent the. choice; 
For he is loyal, bold and free, 
Let GxanBy then your Member be. 


Fol de rol, & a. 


